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OLD BEN'S EXPLANATION.

L Story That Made the Judge Compromise
with the Law.

* 0id man, the charge is assaulting
An officor of the court,
And resisting the execution
Of n warraut (says the roporih,
In asult for rent non-payment,
By n Mistress Mary ue.
Am? you gulity, er oot gallty?
I'm ready to hear your plen.”
“Well, Jedas, 1 " I'se guilty
On ‘med jerment by de Inw
Ob whut | dun ter de ge'man,
An' jeduin’ hit in de raw;
But, Jedge, w'en yer heahs de statemuon’
How de fimcus cum ter be,
I ‘I"Wﬁ'lﬂ' Il innke de sentuns
Ez light e yer kin on me,

“Yer see, Miss Mary am sickly,

A puny mite ob & Uing,

An loss ber anlies’ husban®
Liess a yrah ago last spring.

Dey wuz po’ an” libbin skimpy

L Jn de lectie he yearn'd st inw,

Kase dey nach'ully loss dere forchin
At de bustin' up o' de wah.

“An’ sonso Mures Lee was tooken

A’ lel ber all nlone,

Bhe 0in's gt winos’ nuMn'
Db She eud call ber own;

AN e an' my ole "oman,
A-knowin’ hor senso she's bo'm,

Divided our rasliuns wid ‘er
Ter be'p “er, off an’ on.

* But yvist'day .onwnin® "arl

Wien dis baniliff eum ter ﬂll‘l'

An'swo e 'ur gwine to lebby
On et ol ey pot un® pan,

I beckon "sm vound de co'ner,
An' hxed ' *Don't be brash,

An Vil git yer up de munny
By pawn'din sum o' my teash,

* Dt he woulin® wait fer er minnit
An’ ol dad sho had ter go -
Dat o “ie grwine ter seozo de premig
An” latten up de do'!
Do, deidge, | forgot be ax bailie
_And rarvin n writ ob eote—
Fer wy & avi nn’ mem ey tangi'd
An’ lodg'd heal inmy th'otel
" T dess seed dat bad il Jibbin®
Lol de wah,
Md Marstor gib ‘im
shielinh Wis po' olema:

: Win . G ras
- Dess cons unly cbhery weels.

“ AN de wav dis halliff wiz actin®
1 Muarse s oulies' chile
vy han feol savidge
loowd taer hile!

™,

w ming,
I wuoz buek on de ale pluninshan
An aonotin’ on dat hne!

AN dat am de peezin, §

T eoukdn t Wecp ondeg

But tuek “im op by de
A by Cis skrawo neck

An’ i ed i ol de pickels,
Lt dar | los' my wri

Ao’ dat s wihut mode im, | reckun,
Hit ale putbwanent =g k'bligl"

" That will do,” the Judee sa d, dryly;
_ “Code, section vighteen—ten—
Sotne as= put that hees, hkely—

14 Nen!
1

Bt you pe i
Put wp that wir
T = 1o wany
Mr. Ciirk, say
And hove's your green ola V.
=S W, Small, i Alignta Cunstitution.

THE SHORTEST DAY.

And Yot How Much It Held for
One FPoor Woman |

1= [
‘Hivwd five

How long is that of most people, 1
wonder? Some perhaps ean number
the full six handred and  thirteen thou-
sand six hundred  and eight hours of
the allotted threescore years and ten,
while others outlast the pre-Adamic
day of the geologist, and cover all
cternity. Bulmine was just the ordinary
daylight one, the shortest in the year,
too, for it was the twenty-first of De-
wember.

And even short as it was, I had al-
ready wasted some hours of it.  Had 1
thought it wonld have set so soon I
might have been up at its dawning,
though usually I hold, with Lever, that
the sun looks best—as every one else
does—when he's up and dressed for the
day, and that it’s a piece of impertinent
curiosity to peep at him when he's ris-
ing and at his toilet; he has not rubbed
the clouds out of his eyes, or you dared
not look at him. But when one’s sun
shines such a little while as mine, mipght
not one be pardoned for rushing to the
levee at an unfashionable hour?

i Yot it was noon before I was out in
the bright glow, trudging down the
lune with yesterday's fall of snow erisp-
ing under my feet, and last night's
sleet clashing overhead, as the wind
caught at the straggling, overgrown
hedge-row boughs, and sent them ring-
ing together, with such an icy-jeweled
flash and splendor of green and gold
and red and blue as summer, with all
ber wealth of leaves and blossoms,
could not rival. The very splendor
promised the glittering mockery but a
short life: the sun is a traitor with his
kisses, and the warmth of them would
soon wither away the snow  wreaths,
making their delicate mimiery of the
white May and the hawthorn in the
hedge. But meantime they were very
fair, and the snow lay light and white
under the great peach orcharvds that
had their iey sparkle too, as they swept
away, in gentle undulations, right and
left of the still lane. And.the blue sky
had the merest snow-flake of a clond
drifting along, and the suu was shining
full upon me, and somehow a glint of
it had got into my heart, though there
was nothing in particular to bring it
there. Chrisimas was so near, the first
I had spent out of my old home, so
empty now; and Father Christmas,
when he comes to us with a changed
face, has the saddest of all looks. ﬁt
I did not intend to mope. Aunt Mar-
El.ret and the girls were friendly and

ind, and the least I could do would be
to put aside the shadow of my crape,

——y ——

i V

‘ and show them a contented face. And
e - 80—
4 f Perhaps something more than content
ey B flashed into it just then, when that

thought of mine was broken short off
by a sharper clatter of those hedge-row
boughs, and some ope sprang down
through the gap, bringing with him a
little clatter of falling icicles into the
yoad before me. For, as we shook hands,
there was a pleased look in his eyes,
and he said, with some abruptness:

“Yon are a little glad to see me?
You won't mind my finishing your walk
g with you?"

I to answer carclessly, though
it was not so easy, under that gaze of
his: *‘Oh, if youare of a zoological turn
this morning, I am going in search of
foxtail and erow-foot. I marked a
quite splendid bed down by the brook
) in tha woods in a sheltered spot where

I dare say this light snow has not covered
jt. The girls =i me they are not in the
babit of putting Chrisimas eve

. abou: the house, but I always did it at
' home, and—""
He understooa me at once. He said,
with his rare gentleness: *“And you are
. hzing hurd to keep some of the old
1€

ristmas feeling about you. You
must forgive me if I can not help seein,
. "peomething of your brave struggle,

“{ yearning to help you init.”

4 Yearning! It was a strong word,
but his eyes made it stronger, as 1 could
mot help gisncing up tosee. And be-

fore, in my confusion, I could drop
mine again, somehow my muff was on
the snow at our feet, and both my
bands were in his.

**Miss Deane—Annie—I can help you
—with my whole life, Annie!"

And, after that, is it any wonder if
the sun shone straight into my heart?

Idon't think our researches would
have added much to the cause of either
zoology or botany that day. On the
latter especially my lover would have
made strange confusion, insisting that
we were passing under quite a number
of mistletoe boughs, if my superior
knowledge of the science had not set
him right. We did find the crow-foot.
however, and, as [ had expected, not
too deep in the snow. But when he
had torn up a long spray of it and
flung it trailing over my shoulder, I
stayed his hand. Madge and 1 counld
come some other day for some—there
was plenty of time before Christmas—
but to-day's in-gathering I meant to
keep all to myself.

At least for this one day, I told him,
when we had reached the house and
pansed  together in the porch—for
this one day we wonld not call in any
one, however friendly, to see what it
hiad bronght me; but to-night, when he
was gone, then I wonld tell Aunt Mar-
gar.t that I was to be his wife. T zaid
the word in a little flutter as we stood
there together, for already he had been
asking me how long I meant to kee
hi= own from him. As I said it,
zlanced up shyly at him, and it wonld
have discomiited me to see how his
face changed, paling at that word, if
liis linnid had not elosed on mine with
u tichtening grasp which made me
ashamed of a dawning doubt that he
wanted jt.

“Annie—""

The wvoice, full of a strange pain,
startled me.  Could this day have any
pain in it?

Perhaps he read that thonght—he
was always so quick to understand—
for le said: “I have a story totell you,
Annie, o story that may take some of
the brightness ont of this hour for yon,
as il has taken all the brightuess out of
the Iust seven years of my life until
now.  Shall T tell it you now? Or can
yon {rust me that it is nothing which
onglit to part us? and wonld you rath-
er wail to hear it until to-morrow P

I comld trust him; ay, ratber, 1 could
not distrust him; and 1 told him so.
Lot us live this day out withont a shad-
ow; alterward, i shadows must come,
e should lead me safely through
I]I"I‘l.

“There is no danger in the shadow,
Aunie; there is only something for us
boti to forget.™

“Let us forget it now, then. See,
there s Aunt Margaret at the window
signing to me; she is ofraid T oshall let
e neighbor so offend aguinst her good
oll-fnshioned hospitality as to go away
to his bachelor's hall, when it is three
o'clock and onr dinner hone™

The shortest day of all the year. We
were watching ils setting from the
library window, we two left alone, for
Mudge and Fanny bad driven into the
village for the mail, and Aunt Marga-
ret was summoned to one of those
kitehen-cabiinet couneils wiidch in view
of Clirtstmas cheer grew more and more
frequent under old Lethie’s able admin-
isteation. So we two were standing
together in the bay-window, watching
the erimson glow fade off from the
wide snow stretch of Inwn that sloped
down w the lune, dotted here und there
with a black-zreon pyeamid of fir, be-
tween the naked onks, when prescotly
I caught sight of something moving
neioss their shadows flung sttt and
dark against the white. .

*Some one is coming,’ Isaid, break-
ing the happy silence. *“A lady, I
thought —though I wonder wiw it could
be, walking.”

“What u bors!"

“Ohy, shell not be shown in here,
and unless you feal disposed to go to
Amnt Margavet's assistance—""

Here 1 saw the side door of the li-
brary opening from the lawn., The
visitor must have observed us at the
window; some one on sulliciently un-
ceremonious terms.

It was a steanger.

She had closed the door behind her.
and had come forward into the full
glow of the Christmas wood fire blaz-
ing on the hearth. A stranger, cer-
tiinly; if I had ever seen her before, I
should never have forgotten her.

She was standing on the hearth, and
drew her slender gloved hands out of
the folds of her easlere shawl, hold-
ing them to the warmth, before she
turned to us the fairest face I have ever
seen—the fairest face one ever dreamed.
Ounly that would haye been a strange,
Fouque-like dream in which such n vis-
ion should come.

1t could not have been after-knowl-
edge on my part, for before she spoke,
while she still fronted us with that gay
smile upon her perfect lips, I thougit
of Undine in her soulless loveliness,
light-hearted, glad, earcless of others’
wiin  beesuse she could not feel it.
There is the Undine natare in a child,
too, for whom there exists no pain that
does not bruise its own tender flesh,
and that soft hardness made itself felt
in every line and curveabont this wom-
an, as she stood there, white and gold-
en, looking at us out of those great
brilliant eyes., of whieh 1 have read
somewhere:

“ Alive in their depths, ns the Kraken beneata
the sen bluo"—

ayes which I would fain have followed,
bor they fixed themselves on Brian.
Oanly I could not, that face so held me.

“They told me at your house that
you were here, perhaps; that you were
often here; and so [ came,” she said,
still looking at Briun.

I turned and looked at him too then;
the clear, soft, shallow, child voice
broke the spell.

But he never saw me. His eyes were
riveted on her—just as a man might
look who sees a ghost.

And then she smiled. She had been
beautifal before, but now her beauty
was bewildering. She stretched out
her hands to him.

* Have you never a word of wel-
come, Brian, for your wife?"

He drew a long, hard breath, and

assed his hand heavily over his eyes.

e never once glanced my way, though
I felt he saw me all the while. He an-
swered her slowly:

“ How is it you are notdead, Louise?
For nearly seven years you have al-
lowed me to believe yon were."

She langhed a mocking little laugh.
Though she did not turn toward me, I
knew she had flashed a glance at me.

*Have you been a disconsolate
widower all that time, my poor Brian?
It was very wicked of me, of course.

But then, yon see, I alwavs hated pov- :

erty: and you were so very impecuni-
ous at that time, I really thought it
better to die off your hands.™

Here she turned suddenly to me with |

a sweet graciousness of manner, while
her eyes, alive with mocking spirits,
looked me through and throngh.

“My husband is a little remiss atin- | a
troductions, so I find I mnst make my- | little daugh
self known to you, as I see you are one ' ma,’" asked the child, “what did they
one has & skeleton _ cut her arms off forP™

e hi ciose you Lo, and 1
in L, you . present
mhlﬁu‘i’.“

]

She made a playful courtesy as she

spoke. :
“Only he fancied it was laid away

underground,”” she added. *“Perhaps |
he has told you of our runaway match |
when he was at college, and how angry |

r mamma was, and hushed the
matter up, and carried me away to
Europe to finish my school days there.
And there it was that mamms made
her brilliant second marriage—a real, |
true German baron; and we went away
to Vienna to live. But first I died; for |
one mu@t dic—must not one’—to get
into paradise. Brian would never have
let me go there alive, so I sent him &
lock of my hairand a little scrawling
death-bed note inclosed in aletter from
manmma’'s maid, who had helped us to
run away the year before. You re-|
member Fifine, Brian? She has come |
over with me now. Such a clever soul!
I can’t tell how I should ever, without
her, have managed to keep myself in-
formed of your movements, and of
course I had to do that, for all widowers
aren’t so eonstant, ard yon might have
married, vou know—""

He interrupted her, hoarse with pas-
sion: “And how do I know that you—"'

*0h, Brian, how can you! Asif that
were now just what my step-father and
I quarrcled abont! After dear mamma
died—she died last year' (with a pret-
ty, plaintive fall in voice and eyelids,
come and gone as swiftly as a child’s
grave look) —*he was quite set on mak-
ing a mateh for me: and of course that
wouldn’t do at all, you know. Dear
mamma Was content to let me enjoy
life in my own way; but after she was
gone, the step-papa became just a little
difficult. And so— Woll, Brian, 1
knew you were no longur 4 poor man,
and that I should not drag you down
now. And so I have come back to you,
if you will have me.”  She put out her
hands then in the prettiest pleading
way. If I had been & man—

But Brian did not soften in the least.
He had pent up his wrath now, and had
it under his control; but Lis veice was
still hoarse as he said to her:

“I shall take pains to learn whether
all this is trath. Meanwhile we will
not trespass any longer upon Miss
Deane’s patience. I shall take you
back to my house, and will set out

within the honr for Vienna. Miss
Deane will pardon—"" |
There he broke oft huskily. He had

not once lifted his eves to me since
first they fell upon her shadow which
the waning sunset cast between us.
But—how I bad the strength I do
not know—but I went straight up to
her and took her hand, and kissed her
on the pretty smooth white brow as
she lifted up her face to mine. Is there
woman born who ean keep anger for a
pretty ehild?  And there are some peo-
ple who never outgrow the charm and |
irresponsibility of childhood: if they
pinek at one’s heart-strings with their
eareless  fingers until one could be
stung into giving them a blow or a

shnke, one must kiss and  be
friends  afterward. And  then 1
turned (o him—I must have had a

vision of how it would «l! end; for she
was wonderfully fair; she had been his
tirst love; she would be his last. 1
turned to him.

“[ am sure von will find all as she
has eaid, and that yvou will forgive her.
I don’t think [ shall be here still when
vou come buek from yourlong journey,
g0 yon must leb me give you my best
wishes now.™

Our hands met {or one instant—not
our eyes:  we neither of us conld bear
that.  Then our hands fell apart, and
presently T was alone. My day was
over; twilizht darkenedin the window,
gray and blank.

And after twilight?

Just o parsgraph in a book I have
been turiing over by my solitary lire- |
side to-night has set me thinking of all
this. It says:

“There are women who live all their
lives longz in the eold white moonlight
of other people’s refleeted joy. Itis
not a bad kind of light to live in, after
all. It may leave some dark, ghostly
eorners in the heart unwarmed, but,
like other moonlight, it lets a great
deal be seen overhead that sunshine |
hides." —Hurper's Weekly.

A PROFESSOR’'S GAME.

His Students Are Determined to
Him, and He Humors the Boys.

A party of smart young students in a
certain town in Kentucky coneeived
the brilliant idea Jast winter of hazing
their new professor. It was decided
after much deliberation to invite him
coon-hunling, and after leading him
ahout in the woods until completely
bewildered to abandon him, and let
him find his way back to the settlement
or remain in the woods all night.
Now, as the professor was a stranger
and weighed over two hundred pounds,
this scheme seemed too funny for
anything, and muny a hearty laugh |
did they bave over it. The invita- |
tion was given and accepted; the |
appointed night came, cold and |
clear with several feet of snow on |
the ground. Every thing moved along
as arranged. The professor seemed
zuileless and unsuspecting, but beneath
his puffy eyelids now and then gleamed
an amusing twinkle. They had plod-
ded through the snow for several liours,
and the leader was about to give the
signal to disperse when the professor
sank to the ground with a groan of
agony.

“Oh! oh!" he moaned, ‘‘one of my
attacks again. For mercy's sake, boys,
et me to a place of shelter or I'm a
dead man.”

Talk about scared boys. Here they
were nearly five miles from the nearest
house and an apparently dying man on
their hands. Something must be done,
and quickly, too. A litter was hastily
improvised, and with eoats for cush-
ions, the I{;mfmsor was gently laid
thereon and homeward they started, a
sorry set of practical jokers, taking
turns at carrying their massive pre-
ceptor.

Vot a sound was heard but the moans
of the professor and the grunts of the
students, who were straining every
nerve to keep from jostling the patient.
After what seemed a score of miles, the
weary, bed led fellows carefully
lowered their burden to snatch a few
minutes’ rest before entering the wvil-
lage, which was within astone’s throw,
wE:n. what was their surprise to see
the professor leisurely arize from his
comfortable couch and cooly observe:

‘Much obliged, boys! much obliged!
But one word. The next time I want-
cd to play practical jokes I wonld se-
icet an invalid for a subject,” and with
a chuekle he strode off.

And those bofu sat there in the snow
and swore until they melted a place
about them of half an acre.—Sam, the
Scaramouch.

—While visiting the Louvre, in Paris,
a lady showed the Venus of Milo to her
ter. “But tell me, mam

was always sucking ber thumb.” He

| on the farm than the grain.

*‘Because she |

HOME, FARM AND GARDEN.

—Bar-soap bought in large quantity,
eut in convenient pieces and well
dried before using, saves great waste.

—Jelly Cake: One cup of butter, two
cups of sugar, one cup of sweet milk,
three eggs, four cups of sifted flour
and two te nfuls of baking-pow-
der. Bake in layers, put tart-jelly be-

tween them and ice the top.—The |

Howusehold.

—Hye Pan Cakes: One cup of sour
milk, one cap of flour, one cup of rye
meal, four tablespoonfuls of molasses,
one ege and one small teaspoonful of
saleratus, drop from a spoon into hot
Inrd and fry }ike doughnuts.—Cincin-
nafi Times.

—For short cookies rub half a pound

of lard or dripping into a pound of | 5
cl six_ ounces of brown | Year: the web of information is broad-

rice flonr, ad
sugar, one egg and s tablespoonful of
lemon juice. Mix with a cup of warm
milk iuto which a teaspoonful of sal-
eratus has been stir
Cail.

—Celery is a vegetable that drinks
constantly. If its thirst is notquenched,
the stalks grow tough an
gtemmedd,
from the time

— Pliiladelphia |

hollow- A of A
27 ot roving | L o o o i
they appear above | ;

PREHISTORIC INDIANS.
Iatsresting DiscoveriscMads tn Arisona by
the Geologieal Survey.

“The archmologic and ethnologic
researches which have been prosecuted
| during the past four or five years,"
says Captain Stevenson, of the National
Geological Survey Burean, “in differ-
; ent localities on our comtinent, espe-
| cially in our Southwestern Territories,
have thrown much light and informa-
tion, not only upon the history of the

present aboriginal inhabitants, but also
| upon their predecessors, or the pre-
historie races which inhabited that por-
tion of our country. As each year's
explorations are prosecuted, with the
additional experience of the previous

ened, and & more definite and compre-
prebensive knowledge of these le
is obtained. The bureaun extended its
researches into more remote and
less known localities during the past
season with most grati results.
One locality visited and explored by s
party under the direction of Prof. Pow-

is a mountain called San Francisco

ground in the seed-bed. Transplant | pgoooeein ™ This mountain is of vol-

them to rich soil; give them water as
often as they need it; and give it in
abundance, and you will have teader.
plump eclory. —Albany Journal.

—Graham muffing made in this way | feet in height.

are wholesome for breakfast: One

quart of graham flonr, one tablespoon- |

ful of baking powder and halff tea-
spoonful of salt sifted. To this add two
egos well beaten, two ounces of melted
butter and enough milk to form a thin
batter, mixing thoroughly. Bake in
muflin rings or pans half filled with the
batter in o brisk oven.—Toledo Blade.

—There is little to be done in the
vegetable garden now except by way
of preparation for another year. Ma-
nure can be placed on the ground
wherever reguired, and asparagus beds,
if not already done, shoald have a
slight covering of it. Benan poles, pea
brush and stakes of all kinds should be
ot now, the tool-house gone over and
put in order. and everything kept studi-
ously in its proper place. — Weslern
FRural.

—Cup Plum Pudding: Take one eup
each of raisins, currants, flour, bread
erumbs, snet and sugar; stone and cut
the raisins, wash and dry the currants,
chop the suet and mix all the above in-
gredieuts well together; then add two

ounces of eut eandied peel and citron, |

a little mixed spice, salt aod ginger,
sy half o teaspoonful of each; stir in
four well-beaten eges, and milk enough
to make the mixture so that the spoon
will stund upright in it; tieit loosely in
a cloth or put in a mold; plunge it into
boiling water, and boil for three and a
half hours.—HBuston Budyet.

CORN-FODDER.

A Mistake Commitlied by s Majority of
Stock.Owners.

We can point to humdreds of farm-
ers, should proof be required, who
grow corn and wilfully waste the mosy
valaable portion of the crop every year.
In making this elaim it may surprise
many, as we take the stand that fod-
der, if properly used, is worth more
Mind,
however, we say if properly used. The
fodder that is cut, stacked and left
standing in the fields is not as soluble
as that eured and stacked at the proper
stape and stored under eover. If the
farmers will keep sheep and cut the
whoie stock—leaf inelnded—and feod
with a small proportion of grain, a
Inrger profit can be derived than by
feeding corn to any stock.

zood, bright corn-fodder that has been
cut and crushed in a fodder-cutter, they
can be cmried over wintor and be
bronght out in spring in better
condition, without any grain at all

except a small sllowanes of oats
at night, than they ecan on corn
or its equivalent in value, for the

reason that they will not only relish the
fodder, but also because so large a |
quantity can be grown on an aere, that |
it surpasses the grain in valne. Corn- |
fodder is allowed to waste by turning
the stoek npon it to pick it over and
trample it, but when the farmers learn
that by properly curing and cutting it
up for stock every portion may be used
as serviceable lomr. they wifl realize
the mistake they have mude in not ap-
preciating the value and importance of
this portion of the coru crop.

It 15 the mistakes made in farming
that discourage so many, and the most
prominent misiake is the neglect to
properly use the fodder from the corn
crop—stalks and leaves—that render
the crops of such little value in some
respects. Growing corn for the grain
alone does not pay, and yet the farm-
ers who are not aware of this fact an-
nually put in their crops, harvest the
grain, and allow the really valuable
portion to be wasted by trampling or
else destroyed by exposure. Wemight
wllude to straw also as another waste
product, but which may be used to
Food advantage on all well regulated
nrms where economy is rightly prae-
ticed.— Washington Fost.

CANTON CREPE.

Wonderfal Imitations of Crepe de Chine—
Corduroy Costumes.

Corduroy costumes are quite fashion-
able this winter, esapecially in the
golden-brown and fawu-colored shades.
Feather bands, natural beaver and
Astrakhan are used to trim these suits,
which are made up in tailor style, with
a marguise coat to match, and with
nun's cap and tiny muff en suite. A
few stylish costumes made of this fab-
ric are shown, made with a plain skirt
edred with fur at the foot and above s
long French surtout, open down the
back upon the skirts, the entire gar-
ment bordered with wide bands of fw
—chinchilla, silver fox, gray squirrel
and “Grecian” lynx being most fre-
quently used upon these longer coats.

pe de Chine or Canton ecrape it
now so skilfully imitated at Lyons thal
the generic title crepe de Chine is used
indiscriminately for the one and the
other, and as each answers ils purpose
so admirably, purchasers need not
hesitate about the origin if the quality

meets the requirements of the indi
vidual taste and purse. The genuin:
fabric 18 simpily firmer and more sofi
and pliable, and is also pure silk. The
Canton crapes ®av: an under-thread
either of cotton or wool, but so dexter-
ously hidden as to defy detection ex:

by an expert; as the silk tis
sue costs about fi cent. mor

And we go |
| further, and claim if horses be fed on

canic origin, and around it, extending
for many miles in all directions, are
rominent volcanic cinder cones, rang-
ing iwom five hundred to two thousand
The outer erusta of
| these cones are quite hard, while be-
neath the crust is a compact body of
| cinders or tufs. The party visited a
number of these cones, on which they
found a series of ancient cave houses
artificially excavated by a post of a
rude character, which was evidenced
by the implements and domestic uten-
sils left in these caves, One of
the most conspicnous of these
rvillnFu was found to occupy
|a Jarge area, from the top
far down the side of one of these
mountains. The eave dmllinﬁl
an oval shape, about twenty-five feot
across the and perhaps fifteen
feet high. The entrance or doorws;
consists of a

square hole cut in the

crust, from which a shaft descends
fifteen feet to the bottom. Alongside
of the entrance shaft is a grove ut

chimney. The dwellings were without
| windows and the occnpants must have

lenrned to grope their ws{n&hmgh the
dwelling in the dark. many in-
stances there are side shafts, which
lead into connecting chambers. The
| party also found many small chambers
excavated into the side of the dwelling,
which were used to store away corn
and other food stuffs.

“In one cave, which was plastered,
a small niche was discovered which
had been hermetically sealed and
which contained several small :tjouu
or clay stands, in which were stuck
fragments of a finely woven ootton

fabric so nicely twisted up as to show
that they were carefully arranged and
placed in this niche and sealed up for

some sacred pu ; quantities of
corn-cobs, charred beans and squash
seeds and other objeots of 3 vegetarian
character, also many stone implements
of large and small size, tome weighing
two hnndred ds, all of which gave
some idea of the people who made and
used them. There are many of these
cave villages situsted on thesevolcanic
eones.”” Prof. Powell considers them
the oldest and most primitive habits-
tions on this continent. Notwithstand-
ing this fact, he fecls confident from
the evidences presented by these caves
that the occupants were the direet an-
cestors of some of the Mesa dwelling
tribes now inhabiting portions of An-
zona and New Mexico, and he also
feels assured that future researches
will clearly reveal the history and re-

have passcd away and those now liv-
ing in that region.— Philadelphia Times.
. e e L
Any Small Boy with a Stick,

a tiger—if the ti lmgpanl to be
mﬂhen only a little é‘:{. mnm.mdg
tion, that est and most feared of
sases, in this country, can assuredly be con-
quered and destroyed if Dr. Pierce’s "' Gold-
#n Medical Discovery” be employed early.

Wuex a girl is being courted she sets a
great deal bg;ls young man.—{hicago Trib-
une,

——

et T veach The consefcnes of the king ™
And equally true is it that Dr. Pierce’s
“ Pleasant gﬂlll;ﬁ’lﬂ‘ro Pollets" (the original
Little Liver 5) are the most effectual
mmnsthatmbﬂ::d&ruchh t:gm
disease, clpansin e bowels and sy

and assisting nn%nn in her recuperative
work. By druggists.

S ===

“Sore, an' wouldn't wan o' thim bear-
skins make a foine buffalo robe!"—XN. Y.
fm!rrrndmf.

————
Pixe’s TooTAACRE DROPS cureinl minute, %50
Glenn’s Sulphwr Soap beals and besutifies. o,
GERMAN CORy REMOVER kills Corns & Buni

¥ | Count;
EB

one foot in depth, which served as a | Coun

Intionship between these tribes that

are of | tiser.)

W. D Savir?, (ex-Surrogats Monroe
County.) s ¢

Epwage A. Frost, (ex-Clerk Monroe

i!‘l!m (ex-District Attorney Mon-
roe County.)
J. M. Davy, (ex-Member Congress, Roch-

estar.)
JorY 8. Moreax, (County Judge, Monroe

ty.

H Brvey, and Beedsman.

Sowe'Vax Vooumts, (ex Siember of Gou
} —

To the Editor mm«-‘m-n,mhmm

Y"’l)lmnmqr the Roohestar g_

and Chronicle of the J1st of
Hﬁ,ankmm J. B.
-

Eochester, N. T.
It seems impossible to doubt further in the
[ace of such conelusive preof.

—_————

WosaN was made after man and she has
m after him ever since.— Philadephia

‘Waex the follicles are mot ed,

Hall's Hair Renewer restores hair to
heads,

Ovent & teamster to have a
fancy I—National Weekly. S

Taz best cough medicine is Piso’s Cure
for Consumption. BSold everywhere. 36c.

Countsuir is not run by the rule of three,
—Merchant Traveler,

1r afflicted with Bore Eyes use Dr. Isanc
Thompson's Eye Water Druggistssellit. Se,

It isn’t much of a dog that can’t make a
man go mad by bjting him.— The Judge.

For all silmeats origina! in
o!tbontnmmhnndl.!rvigir, t.:ihnFAyer'p

“As a Last Resort”

A Little Girl fa Albany, N. Y., Terribly
Affiioted, Wonderfully Cured.

One of the most remarkahls cures of scrofuls on
record {a that of the littla dsughter of Mr. M. J.Quinn,
25 First-st., Albany. She was afilcted with scrofuls
from birth, and physicians sald It wonld be better for
her if she wasdead. Her father says: “She had 13
running sores on her body; besldes belng sbsolutely
blind for months, She lost the use of heriimbe and
conid not walk: 1o fact, was & mere skeleton wanting
sway. Thosmell fromthe sores wasterrible. Geclog
na pApEr DS of cured by Mood's
Barsapariila, [ said to myscll, *I will try s bottle as &
Inst resort.' When she had taken the first half bottle
1 conld see » change In her, and when the whale bot-
tle was taken the sbsoessos almost entirely healod
with the ald of Heod's Olive Olntment, which 1 muss
say is the finest I ever uaed [ Kept om giviag her
Hood's Sarsaparilla, tiil sow she is well and healthy,

“Ir is not always May,"” sings a poet.
You are 132:;: right; it is sometimes must.

= Tuledo
e
Tes “Favorite Prescription” of Dr. Pierce
gures * female weakness” and kindred af-
fections. By druggista.
—————
Wy is & dirty man like flannel? Becaose
be shrinks from washing.

Toe reputation of the transgressor, like
his way, is hard.—Zowell Citizen.
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r d. She has s splendid appetite. The
neighbors don't know what 10 make of L™

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Bold by all drogwists. 911 oix for §5. Prepared only
by C. L HOOD & CO., Apothacaries, Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

Bm%m
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LI¥P OF DISEASES
ALWAYS CURARLE BY UNING
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